PATCHWORK                                        "A"
stations upon each bank, say twelve Europeans
upon each side of that nullah, in little groups of
about three, hidden from each other, waiting . . .
for what? A tiger? . . . Social success? . . . Sport?
... A knighthood? . . .
When, after the appropriate number of years,
and perhaps of tigers, a Commissioner becomes a
Governor, a knighthood is fairly certain. Further,
it is in fact perhaps true that it would, indeed, be
odd, be almost outre and in bad taste, to appoint a
man to be a Governor of a province who had never
shot a tiger.
Yet I remember a delightful story told of the
Viceroy, Lord Reading, in fact, who was taken to
shoot a lion (there are still half a dozen in India).
It appears that His Excellency's mahout had care-
lessly dropped a gilded and be-diamonded slipper
from the august back of the vice-regal elephant.
When the lions came into view Lord Reading
observed that they were a lioness and her cubs.
One of the cubs found the slipper and, with his
mother, played with the precious toy for a consider-
able time, and finally took it off with him back into
the jungle. The Viceroy neglected to fire a single
shot in defence of the slipper; but, when the lioness
and her cubs had finally disappeared, he dismounted,
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